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	1. The coming of Aliens

A/N: A second tale in the Gallifrey Tyler series...

Very loosely based on H.G. Wells' the War of the Worlds - but the Jeff Wayne version from 1978. If you have never taken the time to listen to it, I strongly recommend it. It's my absolute favourite - and has been since I was 6 years old listening to it on vinyl in my mum's loungeroom!

**Bear with the slow start. I needed to get a feel of a new character, and revisit another original. So it was necessary for me to get a little longwinded on it.**

~~oooOOOooo~~

"This is Orson Welles, ladies and gentlemen, out of character to assure you that _The War of The Worlds_ has no further significance than as the holiday offering it was intended to be. The Mercury Theatre's own radio version of dressing up in a sheet and jumping out of a bush and saying Boo! Starting now, we couldn't soap all your windows and steal all your garden gates by tomorrow night. . . so we did the best next thing. We annihilated the world before your very ears, and utterly destroyed the C. B. S. You will be relieved, I hope, to learn that we didn't mean it, and that both institutions are still open for business. So goodbye everybody, and remember the terrible lesson you learned tonight. That grinning, glowing, globular invader of your living room is an inhabitant of the pumpkin patch, and if your doorbell rings and nobody's there, that was no Martian. . .it's Hallowe'en."

Irving Smith let the final last silky tones of Orson Welles close out the show and exhaled with a smile as he twisted the dial on his portable radio to shut it off.

This evening's show – the Halloween Special brought to you by the Mercury Theatre – had been sensational. Not only for the incredible story telling of seasoned actors or the original take on a classic tale, but for the obvious panic that it seemed to spurn. The ruckus of police and radio executives trying to shut down the broadcast was plainly obvious to this avid listener as the show drew to its climax.

He couldn't see why it would create such panic. It was made perfectly clear at the onset of the show, and with random inserts throughout the show, that it was pure fiction. Even without all that, any man or woman with any education at all should have known immediately that this broadcast was based upon a nineteenth century classic.

The War of the Worlds. Oh, he knew that story well. He had a tattered and well-read copy of the old tome hidden inside the satchel that had become an essential part of his outfit. While his trousers, Oxford, vest and tie might change on a daily basis, his satchel did not. Neither, for that matter, did the contents of his satchel: His portable Radio, his copy of HG Wells' War of the Worlds, his wallet, a broken fob watch, a handful of pens, and a ratty old journal stuffed with random papers and held closed with a rubber band.

Fairly insignificant contents, really. Well. Except for the book. Oh that book. He had it memorized and worshipped like a church priest would his Bible. He let those words both enthrall and terrorise him. He couldn't exactly explain just why that was – that he was so utterly fascinated and obsessed by the tale. Every other day he seemed to assign a new theme to it, a new lesson and a new moral.

Perhaps that was it. Maybe it was because it did encompass so many relatable – and often quite boring – themes and lessons all wrapped up neatly inside 269 pages of literary genius.

…He should read it again. Just because.

With a chuckle at himself, Irving rose from the grasses underneath the Observatory to dust himself off and join his eccentric scientist friend inside. There had been excitement and murmurs throughout the scientific community; murmurs that seemed to echo the words inside his battered old book.

…Murmurs that hinted about life on Mars.

~~oooOOOooo~~

A crisp breeze tumbled lazily through the trees and grasses of a small outcrop of forest beside a carefully manicured farmer's field. It was an unusually warm evening for late October, and the local fauna took eager advantage of the late summer warmth to forage for the last offerings of food to take them through the Winter ahead.

A Badger scratched around the base of an old Chestnut tree with no particular purpose. His lazy scratching switched to rigid threat to bare his teeth as a squirrel appeared to his right. The small rodent ignored the badger's presence and seemed intent on procuring the fallen nuts that surrounded the larger animal. The violation of his personal space had the badger let out a low growl of aggression, but the squirrel paid him little mind. He continued to forage purposefully and hissed out his own brand of aggression when the badger happened to step his paw onto a nut.

The squirrel then looked up into his challenger's face. Small eyes hardened. He wasn't going to back down. That nut was going into his little storage pile, and no other beast was going to take it from him.

Around the pair of foraging critters, the lazily tumbling winds picked up to a more purposeful gale. Typically, this wouldn't have interrupted the oncoming battle, but with whining wheezing groan accompanying the winds, both animals crouched slightly in their stances and blinked into the darkness ahead.

Slowly. Surely. A brick-like structure began to fade in and out of existence only a scant ten feet away from them. The winds gusted loudly to swirl around the materializing structure, and then fell to calm as the whining and groaning stopped.

There was a slow and eerie creak as the front of the structure opened, and the warring critters abandoned their battle. They both ran back deep into the darkness their foraging forgotten for now.

"Mum," a soft voice whined slightly as a young woman stepped out from the centre of the structure. "Are you _really_ sure about this? I mean. Shouldn't we _maybe_ go back and get Dad?"

Rose Tyler followed the young woman out of the structure. She stepped quickly ahead of the girl and flicked her long blonde hair over her shoulder with obvious annoyance.

"I'm not talking to him right now."

"…Mum, _really_?" She pulled her phone from her pocket and held it out. "It's been almost a full solar cycle. Call him. He's got to be out of his head with worry right now."

Rose really wasn't fully listening as she turned on her heel and shrugged a slow lift of her shoulders as her hands found their way into her pockets. She hummed with distraction as she surveyed their materialization point, and only registered that her daughter was speaking to her when the young woman loucly cleared her throat. "Oh, sorry, Alyea. What was that?"

"Dad," the young woman reiterated impatiently. "Worried. Probably about to rally the New Gallifreyan Defense Teams to hunt us down?"

Rose still spoke with distraction as she set her hands on her hips and looked across the fields ahead of them. "That would be an abuse of his power as Lord President."

Alyea rolled her deep-set brown eyes. "Hasn't stopped him before." She chuckled and looked back at her mother. "Remember when Gal took a TARDIS from the docks and snuck off to Askaolara in the Gedrarvis system for the Trufenus concert?" She blew out a breath through pursed lips that could have indicated awe, but the light dip in her brow made that gesture much more likely one of pity toward her brother. "Dad put three entire platoons of Battle-TARDIS flying soldiers on that retrieval assignment. Damn near started a war, he did."

"Oh, there was no risk of that," Rose defended the Doctor with a smile. "Your Dad called ahead and let the ruling family know what he was doing. They even offered to round up some troops of their own to assist in apprehending your wayward brother." She sighed a long suffering sound. "All parents of teenaged children understand the struggle. And considering your brother was intending on meeting up with their equally rebellious daughter for the concert, the allegiance was easy to forge."

Alyea's eyes flared wide. "You're kidding me?"

"Although it was done on a rather grand scale, your Dad only did it to prove a point to your brother, Aly. Nothing more than that."

Alyea made a curious sound in the back of her throat. "And what was that point, because I think Gal might've missed it."

"That none of you kids are anywhere near as sneaky as you think you are. Any devious little plan you can conjure up has already been tried, tested and perfected by both your Dad and I long before any of _you_ were born." Rose tapped the ball of her foot on the ground and let out a long breath of question as her brows knitted tightly together. "Just where did we end up, then? I'm sure that I input the coordinates for-"

"Sounds like you're not mad at him anymore, Mum," Alyea interrupted in song as she held her phone between her finger and thumb to let it dangle precariously in front of Rose's face. "So call him. Let Dad know we're safe and that we're on our way home." She adopted her very best wide-eyed and desperately pleading expression. "Please? Go home and kiss and make up?"

Rose snatched the phone from her daughter's hand. She then lowered her head slightly and narrowed a pinched stare into her face. "One. Deflate your eyes and pull in your bottom lip. That look doesn't work on me. I'm not your Dad. I don't cave to cute."

Alyea had the decency to look chastened. "Sorry."

"Two," Rose continued. "Your Dad and I aren't fighting. We haven't had a row."

Alyea shot her a questioning and confused look. "Then why aren't you talking to him? Why are we here in early Twentieth century Earth and not on current-day New Gallifrey? Why am I here worried that at any moment we're going to have an entire platoon of battle TARDISes materialize a circle around us to haul us back to Lungbarrow for a lecture from Dad about the perils of taking immature TARDISes on joyrides across the universe?"

The young woman had definite worry in her tone. The pure living embodiment of the Earth-term _Daddy's Girl_, Alyea always panicked at the thought that she might in some way upset her father. Rose picked up on it immediately and set her hand comfortingly on her shoulder.

"You certainly don't have to be concerned about that happening, Aly," Rose vowed softly with a smile. "Trust me."

"How do you know that?" Alyea queried softly.

"Well," she admitted with a light wince. "Because right now your Dad's mate-guarding and every single soldier serving on the Gallifreyan forces is male. He won't condone any single one of them coming anywhere near me."

Alyea voicelessly repeated her mother's explanation to herself, mouthing through the words as though analyzing their importance to the universe. After a few beats of her hearts she looked up to her mother with a smile. "Really?"

Rose rolled her eyes and shook her head as she continued on her line of thought. "He'd send a hoard of Daleks before he would any male member of his own species." Her eyes snapped toward Alyea. "And that includes your brother. Although, I can't possibly understand why that is. Gal's certainly no threat."

Alyea's mouth broke out into a wide grin that could have been taken straight from her father's face. "Mum!" She cried joyously as she threw herself into her mother's chest for an excited hug. "That's great news! Dad must be absolutely thrilled!"

"In a couple of days he might be," Rose admitted with a smile as she folded into her daughter's embrace. "But right now he's in a bit of a stalking, suspicious, agitated, jealous rage-mess – which is why I had to escape New Gallifrey and hide out for a couple of days. I'd regenerate him otherwise."

"Oh," Alyea admitted with a chuckle. "It's just his instinct, Mum. He can't help it."

"Superior physiology my arse," Rose grumbled in reply. "I can see why Rassilon brought into the looming over wombing. I really can."

Alyea pulled back from her mother and looked into her face with a sparkle in her eye. "So how long 'till he gets over it and you can safely wander the streets of New Gallifrey without being followed by the jealous eye of your husband willing to kill each and every one of his fellow man for daring look in your direction?"

Rose lifted her eyes to consider that question and let out a slight moan on her exhale. "A day and a half, two days, maybe?"

Alyea pursed her lips as her eyes widened in contemplation of that time frame. "That's a long time to try and evade him, Mum. He's a brilliant capsule pilot…" She jumped slightly at a sharp laugh from her mother, but quickly smiled around her own light chuckle. "Okay, he's a good _tracker_ then. He'll get a lock on us quick-smart and come get us."

Rose grinned a wide and toothy smile as she shook her head. "Nope."

"Nope?"

"Nope," she repeated. "Dorvidakrenom owed me a favour. He's going to run interference for us until your Dad resembles something much more normal than he is right now." She then gestured toward the TARDIS with a tip of her ear. "And, of course, we took an immature Capsule, which isn't yet logged into the matrix. There's no way to track her…"

"If Dad's as clever as he continually tells us he is…"

"She's not the daughter of our TARDIS," Rose cut in quick. "So he can't use the old girl's telepathic bond." She winked. "There are fifty-three TARDIS mothers on New Gallifrey. This little one is cut from a derelict and deregistered Type 70 that your Dad took pity on, but he forgot about a long time ago."

Alyea flicked a brow skyward. "Well," she drawled with humour. "Looks like you've got your tracks well and truly covered, then, doesn't it? I guess there's no chance of your mate-guarding Gallifreyan Time Lord finding you."

"I'm just _that _good," Rose skited. She preened at the sleeves of her tunic, obviously proud of her efforts. "Oh, the skills I developed growing up as a teen on the estate."

Alyea licked at her lip as she folded her arms across her chest. She slouched her hip in a playful manner and looked at a small clearing in between two tall chestnut trees. She could feel the slight distortion in the air around them; the tickle of a slight fracture in the membrane of time that harkened the arrival of a traveler arriving out of their own time.

"Are you quite sure about that, Mum?"

Rose looked to her daughter. Her face fell to see the intent look of concentration she had on a specific spot in between the trees. "You have got to be kidding me, right?"

Alyea's expression lengthened as the telltale whine and wheeze of a Time Capsule's engines began to pull and push against them. "Well," she drawled with a light dip in her head. "Someone's found us at any rate."

Rose let her eyes flick toward her daughter, but not before she caught the colour and shape of the capsule in question. "You don't think it's your Dad?"

"Wrong telepathic signature," she answered quietly as the TARDIS materialized in front of them. She pursed her lips and blinked slowly as the flashing light atop the TARDIS' lightly inclined blue roof fell dark. With the creaking of the right-side door her face broke out into a wide grin.

A pair of familiar brown eyes half-shielded by an unruly mop of chestnut hair glistened in the late afternoon sunlight as the lanky form of Gallifrey Tyler curled around the door to step onto the grass. His face broke out in a manic grin as he held his arms out to the bouncing young woman that was obviously excited to see him.

"C'mere Cobblemouse. Long time no see."

"Gallifrey!" she hollered excitedly as she launched forward to throw herself into her brother's arms. "I've missed you."

Gallifrey braced himself for impact and dipped a little in his stance to be able to pick her up off the ground when he hugged her. He exhaled her name inside a long groan of happiness as he held her to his chest and spun them both in a circle.

"My baby sister. It's been a while, How're you doin?" He looked over her shoulder to Rose and held out his hand to invite her to hug him. "Hi Mum."

Rose stepped quickly toward her eldest child and folded herself against him. She sighed contentedly when he dropped his head against hers. "Almost two years, Gal," she sighed sadly. "What've you been up to that means you don't have time to visit your mother?"

"Picking up Dad's slack now that he's gone Domestic on New Gallifrey," he answered cheekily with a press of his lips to her hair. "Finding trouble here and there. Picking up companions and generally getting into mischief. You know the drill."

She nodded and stepped back to give Alyea breathing room to escape herself. "Don't think that your father isn't finding his own branch of mischief and mayhem as he tries to rebuild the Time Lord empire."

He grinned and stuck his hands into the pockets of his jeans. "I don't doubt it for a second. The old man's a magnet for trouble if you ask me." He scratched at his freshly shaved jawline. "And you know, with the apple not falling too far from the tree, the same level of mayhem seems to find me well enough, too."

"I'd expect no less."

He winked. "You and him. Still madly in love and embarrassing your kids with your ostentatious displays of affection."

Alyea groaned. "You have no idea, Gal. It's mortifying what they get up to."

Rose had to laugh. "Oh. It's not that bad."

"No?" she challenged sharply. She looked to her brother. "End of last week, for three days, he was stalking mum like a randy Trunkike." She stopped a second as Gallifrey spat out a laugh. "You think I'm kidding? Tia and I were just waiting for him to pull on a coat of feathers and do a courting dance. It was something else! We were terrified to walk anywhere in Lungbarrow in case we walked in on something."

Gallifrey's shoulders shook in laughter. "Ahh. Mum's a little more discrete than that, Al."

"Mum might be, and typically so might Dad," she blustered back. "But in the state he was in … we wouldn't have put it past him to pounce wherever."

"That bad, yeah?"

"I've edited out the bits that elicit an _ew_."

Gallifrey nodded and flicked his eyes toward Rose – who for her part looked slightly chastened. "Well that would explain the communication from Tia, then."

Rose bit at her lip to fight off her own giggles and managed to be able to hum her request for Gallifrey to elaborate on that.

He understood her request completely. "Well," he drawled long in a manner very similar to his father. "Tia's got her Academy finals coming up and needs to study, yeah? And she's really trying to finish up in the top tier to get herself a council appointment with Dad."

"She's brilliant enough to do it, too," Rose replied proudly. "Your father and me are so proud of her."

"Yeah, and he must have some pretty decent faith in her not needing to study, because he called her at campus with a demand that she head out to traffic control and track you and Aly down." He rolled his eyes. "Something about the two of you taking off by unregistered Capsule without submitting a flight plan."

He looked between the two women, who were definitely expressing their guilt in their own unique ways.

"Now," he continued. "If you've nicked off without Dad and haven't called ahead to either me or Tia crying about having a fight with him, and he's putting out an urgent call to track you down…" He inhaled deeply. "But he isn't utilizing the actual resources on Gallifrey that are specifically designed for this sort of thing, then we're looking at a situation that's very…"

"Very _our family_," Alyea offered with amusement.

"Very _our family_ indeed," Gallifrey noted with a wink. "So we have a handful of options available to us – and Tia and I discussed a few scenarios."

"This should be good," Alyea said with a chuckle.

"But…" He paused to lever a look of warning toward his youngest sister. "The only one that made any sense to either of us at all is that you had to do a runner to preserve your sanity because Dad's mate-guarding and driving you absolutely barmy." He grinned and waggled his brows. "Were we right?"

Rose slumped into a low droop and groaned pitifully. "It's absolute torture," she whined. "He's testing the limits of my love for him, Gal. He really is."

Gallifrey waved his hand in a dismissive gesture. "Ahh, suck it up, Mum," he said with a moan. "It's only three or four days that he turns into an unreasonable git, then he's back to the normal, doting, funny self that you fell in love with in the first place. This isn't your first rodeo. You know what happens to him when he initiates then consummates your heat-cycle." He looked at Alyea when she gave a gasp. "Oh. Sorry. You probably haven't touched on that at the academy, yet. You see. When a Gallifreyan man and woman fall in love…"

He yelped when she thumped him on the arm. "I am not a Wombling, Gal. I _know_ about reproduction and mating."

His eyes narrowed. "Just _how much_ do you _know_ about it?"

"I live my parents at Lungbarrow," she answered through her teeth. "Where the walls literally tell stories about what happens in her halls. I'm also the daughter of the Lord President of New Gallifrey – how much do you _think_ I know about it?"

"Good," he blurted with obvious relief. "And you're not going to have any practical knowledge of it until you're 500, got me?"

Alyea gave a flippant salute. "Ten-Four, _Dad_."

He poked at her nose with the tip of his finger. "Good girl."

"Facetious woprat," she scowled under her breath.

"Flubble," he corrected with a wide grin as he treaded an arm across her shoulder to pull her against his side. He thrust his other hand into his jeans pocket and looked toward Rose "So, Mum. Did you put the baby TARDIS on random, or did you deliberately pick this time and location?"

"It was deliberate," she answered with a shrug. "I got a lead on something – a surprise for your father – and figured that if I was going to do a runner for a few days I might as well kill two birds with one stone."

"Ooh," he breathed through a smile. "Efficient planning, Mum. I love it. So what're we here for?"

"Your uncle," she answered quietly.

Both Alyea and Gallifrey stilled.

Rose continued quickly. "I know what you're both thinking. Your Dad, he searched the TARDIS high and low for Brax's fob watch…"

"He was devastated," Gallifrey said cautiously. "Completely shattered when he didn't find anything to do with Uncle Brax in the Fob room."

"I know.."

"And if you breathe any hope for this at all and that gets shattered…" He inhaled deep. "Mum. It'll destroy him to lose his brother again."

"I know," she replied on a whisper. "But this lead. I trust it." She pulled a sheet of paper from the pocket of her crimson-coloured trousers. "I found this letter in the vaults at Lungbarrow. It's from Brax. It gave me time and location coordinates to find him once the Doctor was able to stabilize the new society." She bit at her lip as Gallifrey took the paper and let his eyes scan over the carefully written Gallifreyan text. "I can't ignore it, Gal, but you're right, I can't show this to your Dad. Not till I know for sure."

Gallifrey looked up from the paper and into his mother's eager, pleading eyes. He didn't drop his gaze as he felt Alyea take the letter from his hand to read it for herself.

"Then we don't," he said firmly. "You, me and Alyea. We'll look into this. If it is a legitimate lead, and we can find Uncle Brax, then we can let Dad in on it."

Rose smiled widely. "Thanks, Gal."

Gallifrey let a smile stretch across his face. He winked at his mum and then tightened the hold across Alyea's shoulder. "A Tyler family outing. Oh, it's been too long since we've done this."

Rose didn't answer him. Her eyes were wide and locked on something she could see over his shoulder.

His brows pinched in question as he turned toward Alyea to both protect her if necessary and to look at what had his mother looking so worried. "What is it, Mum?"

"I," she coughed worriedly. "I don't know, Gal."

Gallifrey's eyes widened with horror at what held his mother's attention. With a sudden burst of speed, he snatched Rose's wrist in his hand and tugged her toward him. "Duck," he demanded sharply as he dropped the three of them into a huddle on the grass.

A thundering whine and screech boomed out above their heads and a brilliant wave of heat washed over them, shoving them down harder toward the ground. Alyea let out a terrified shriek as she clumsily covered at her wars with her forearms.

"Daddy!"

Rose reached forward to pull her terrified daughter in against her and looked desperately toward Gallifrey. "What…?"

Her question shattered in time with a massive explosion that rumbled past them with all the energy of a rumbling freight train.

Alyea let out another terrified scream for her father and clutched at her mother with an almost suffocating grasp.

"Gal," Rose managed on a strangled voice. "What was that?"

"What year is this," he questioned urgently.

"1938," she answered back. "If I set my coords right."

Gallifrey shook his head and panted out a couple of breaths as the rumbling and thundering ebbed away from them. "Then it's not something simple, Mum. 1938 didn't have anything even remotely looking like that."

"Oh God," she whimpered in worry. "So. Alien then?"

"Looks like it." Gallifrey blew out a breath hard enough to blow up his fringe. "I'm sorry, Mum. I know you're trying to keep him out of this time and place, but I've got to call him." He inhaled deep. "We have to call Dad."

Hope you enjoy this new one!


	2. Impact

A/N: This sets it all up .. Boring part over ...I can get to all the fun stuff now...

~~oooOOOooo~~

As he jostled the contents of his satchel to make sure that everything fit snuggly within its tight quarters, Irving Smith let his thoughts shift back to the radio show and the precarious timing of it. Oh, but it was Halloween. Halloween was the one time of year that every single branch of theatrics played their all to scare anyone who dared partake in their craft. With ghosts and goblins unable to reign in any form of terror these days, alien threats had become _la terreur de la journée._

Trust the Mercury Theatre to choose that very topic only days after the worried murmurs had begun to spread throughout the scientific community about the increasing potential existence for such.

…Had the private whispers that had been held for months within the small community as _classified_ finally found their way past the walls of the observatories dotted around England?

Surely not.

His thumb grazed at the worn and chipped spine of his beloved tome. Surely not.

Of course, the very idea that life might exist outside of planet Earth was always met with amusement and mockery. Yet, it was always unashamedly exploited and contorted within the Science Fiction sector to make money on series after series of alien-centric radio shows, film and books. Such fanciful tales that almost always saw planet Earth, or more importantly the United States of America, as the successful superhero in the celluloid wars between planets. So if word had escaped, it would make sense that the local theatre would pick it up and run with it, and planet Earth would be victorious!

It was laughable, really, when he thought about it. If an alien force did happen to land upon Earth, then they would clearly possess minds that were far more superior to humans; minds that were to humankind as humankind was to the beasts of the jungle. How could they – the human race – ever think that they would capable of winning a war that could only be likened to nuclear weaponry versus sticks and stones?

Of course. None of that was of any relevance to the audience. Because … Aliens ... Really ...

Irving Smith knew better, of course. He wasn't an officially recognized member of any scientific community, nor was he a military man, but he had friends. Good friends. He'd heard the warnings and the nattering between scientists.

Gag orders and demands for non-disclosure meant very little to him when curiosity took his fancy. All it took was a lazy stroll up to the local observatory with a bottle of Stolichnaya Vodka and a carton of orange juice and he'd have all the answers he wanted. This was precisely how he ended up at said local observatory several months ago, Stoli and orange juice in hand, finding out as much as he could about the rumours being mutely shared around the scientific community.

During that time, he'd spent many evenings with an astronomer friend in the state of the art facility at the top of a hill just outside of the city. He'd shown up here within hours of the initial reports from a new Scientific Research group known only as "UNIT" breaking into the scientific forum. His head was full of questions and worry, both of which needed answers and appeasement.

_~~Flashback~~_

_"Henry," he murmured over a well-chewed plastic straw as he squinted an eye into the eye-piece of the telescope. "What are the chances, you think, of little green men coming down here and getting rowdy?"_

_"__Hmmm, Irving? What was that?" _

_Irving had to smile at the distracted answer given to him by his friend. Henry Wheeler was a brilliant man, an eccentric fellow whose entire life existed through the lens of a high-powered telescope high inside the National Observatory. He was consistently scruffy-haired and pale, with a caffeine tic and an eye twitch that lifted the entire right side of his face. One could be forgiven for wondering if he ever ran a comb through his shoulder-length, white-grey hair. But it was unlikely that a comb would've made that much difference. Henry's hair always stood on end like he was perpetually touching a Van De Graaff generator._

_He was the pure living embodiment of the eccentric and distracted scientist. _

_Irving didn't let the distraction annoy him any. He was used to having to ask a question more than once, especially when there were items within the scope that caught his full attention. He smiled around his straw and continued to squint down the eyepiece of the million-dollar piece of equipment._

_"__I'm questioning the possibility of life on other planets."_

_Henry grunted shortly in response, and Irving could only assume that it was the fiftieth time he'd been asked this question in the last two days. After a few seconds he finally managed a quiet question. "What are _your_ thoughts?"_

_Irving raised his head and looked at him through the one eye he'd kept open to focus on the telescope – the other remained clenched shut for reasons he'd never be able to provide. "I asked you, first."_

_A small whip of a smile graced his dry and chapped lips. "You're a smart man, Irv. I'd have thought you'd have a working hypothesis all of your own."_

_Irving answered with a shrug and a sheepish tilt of his head._

_Henry cleared his throat and pointed upward at the open roof of the observatory. "In amongst those billions of stars, can you tell me there isn't one that holds life like ours?"_

_"I'd like to believe it."_

_"Is it naive or arrogant to believe such a thing?"_

_"Wishful thinking?"_

_His grey eyes rolled slowly. "There is life out there, Irving."_

_After a dramatic pause, Irving took a deep, disappointed breath and looked back at him. "So ... You think it's wise to believe the reports coming from UNIT?"_

_"I find it unlikely that anything would come from within our own solar system, but I won't rule out the possibility that eventually we may receive visits from other galaxies at some point much further into the future."_

_His answer both calmed and terrified Irving. He had to swallow his saliva hard in order to quell a cough of fear. "What ... What are the odds?"_

_He was calm and firm as he gave an answer he had obviously previously worked out in his mind. "About a million to one that something will come from within our Solar system." He took a breath and fixed his gaze on his friend. "I'd say a hundred to one we'll have contact from outside within the next twenty years."_

_Irving's voice squeaked even though he was trying to project a sense of nonchalant disbelief with a pitiful four-word attempt at humour. "So no Martians, then?"_

_He answered as if the question was serious. "The chances of anything coming from Mars are a million to one, Braxiatel. On that, I can be certain."_

_"Without a doubt?"_

_"There can be no living thing on that remote, forbidding planet."_

_~~End Flashback~~_

Henry's last line remained heavy inside Irving's chest once he'd left the observatory that evening. And he really didn't know why it had seemed to bother him so much that the thought of extraterrestrial life was met with such staunch disbelief. Surely. Surely there was life out three. There had to be.

And if there was. Should any potential contact really be so immediately believed to be hostile.

Surely, if alien life existed, there would be peaceful civilizations that just wanted to wave their hand, smile, and say hello. There was enough conflict and threat from the inhabitants of this planet; the last thing we need was a threat from the outside as well.

As the days and months passed with no new developments being leaked from observatory to observatory, such thoughts and ideas were soon forgotten. The events noted by the Astonomers had finally been labelled as simple anomalies. Nothing to be concerned about.

It was approximately eight months, twenty-three days and four hours after the release of the first reports, however, that the new ones started to come out again.

This time, the reports were making a larger stirring. Those in the scientific community were abuzz with the latest images being captured from across the globe.

Green flashes of light flaring off the surface of Mars. Green balls of light breaking free of the planet's atmosphere and hurtling towards Earth. Bright, eerie and drawing a green mist behind it.

It was as terrifying as it was beautiful, and had Irving on an immediate rush toward his friend's observatory for explanation.

_~~Flashback~~_

_Irving burst through the observatory doors with clamour and without invitation. He gripped hard on the doorframe, exhausted having ran to the observatory from his flat in the city, and tried hard to speak through a dried and fatigued throat. "Henry! Tell me you saw that."_

_His head did not rise from the eye-piece of the microscope, but Irving could see his cheek crinkle in a smile. "Irving. You were five minutes slower in bursting through my observatory doors than I expected you to be."_

_Irving quickly caught his breath and pushed himself off the doorway to approach. He waved the newspaper ahead of him, flicking the front image with his fingers as he walked. "Have you seen this?"_

_He silently pulled himself away from the telescope and padded on rubber-soled shoes toward the impressively sized 19" monitor that displayed a moving image of the view through the telescope lens. He flicked a finger over his shoulder at the in a request for Irving to join him as he tapped at the monitor with the other hand. "I have it on live."_

_Irving's eyes widened in excited anticipation as he went from an apprehensive walk to a jog to join him. He couldn't help but let out a breath of awe at the new image before me. "Is … Is it true? Is it from Mars?"_

_Henry nodded and folded his arms across his chest. His head lowered so he had to regard the image before him through his brows. His lips were set in a tight pout as his eyes flicked from one side of the screen to the other. In very short time he had the image before him fragmented and analyzed in minute detail. _

_He finally exhaled a long breath of dread and worry. "Yes."_

_Irving stiffened slightly at the flat delivery of his affirmative. He was unused to simple one word, non-cryptic, answers from Henry, and that was a concern. He squinted his eyes and stooped for better focus at the grainy image. "What exactly is it?"_

_"I have no idea."_

_Irving raised a brow and then his head to look at him. "Well. Is it a spacecraft? A meteor? Just a glowing ball of gas?"_

_He was silent for a long five minutes, during which time Irving chewed on his lips and switched his attention between the monitor and the picture on the front page of the newspaper. When he finally spoke, his voice was low and grave._

_"It's heading directly towards us."_

_He said the first thought that entered his mind. "Good God."_

_Henry nodded quickly in response, then pulled his arms free of their cross and pressed his palms into the table. "A projectile this size will cause infinite damage."_

_Irving spoke as he inhaled, which made his question come out as a high-pitched whisper. "How big is it?"_

_"About the same size as a transport truck."_

_Irving couldn't help but cough. "Are we talking …" He couldn't finish the sentence, he didn't have to._

_"No, Irving. There won't be total annihilation of the Earth," he began in a low voice in an attempt to assure him. "If my simulations are correct, there will be considerable damage at the crash site, and possibly a lot more if the meteorite crashes in the ocean, but I can't see any reason that it will destroy planet Earth as we know it."_

_"__Do you trust your simulations, Henry?" Irving queried worriedly. "Are you confident that…"_

_"__No I'm not!" Henry yelled suddenly. He thrust his entire hand toward the shaft of the scope above their heads. "Any scientific data we have on meteor impacts of this size on Earth are based on conjecture!" He paced. "We don't know what kind of destruction we're facing here. Whether the meteor will actually strike the ground and only form a crater, or if – like Tunguska – the meteor will explode above ground and obliterate everything on the ground within a 25-mile radius of it."_

_Irving gasped and took a single stride backward in shock at his friend's words._

_Henry rubbed at his brow and let out a long and shuddering breath. "We don't know, Irving. We just don't know." He raked his palm down his face and lifted his eyes to his friend. "Maybe," Henry offered after a thick swallow. "Maybe you and Romana should leave the city. Make plans to get away for a while. Get yourself safe. Just in case."_

_Irving winced and licked at his lip. "Are you really _that_ worried about it?"_

_All the scientist could do was close his eyes and shake his head. His words ghosted as a whisper when he was finally able to reply. "Just plan for worst-case, yeah? Your wife. Get her safe from here. We don't know what we're really looking at here. It could be.." He swallowed again. "It could be anything."_

_Irving's eyes blew wide. His mind travelled to his beloved wife back in the city. He never thought for an instant that she'd ever be in any danger at all. " Henry. What are you saying? Do you think this could be an actual craft?"_

_Initially Henry didn't seem to react to the question. He stood still and held his breath deep inside his chest as though sorting through a myriad of possible responses to that question. Finally, he shook himself from his worry and spun toward Irving with the look of a harried man bothered by an impudent and ridiculous question. He exhaled a long-suffering groan best reserved for a first-year student who knows nothing. "What have I told you, Irving?"_

_He tilted his head at him and shrugged; impatient, but not surprised by the sudden mood change of his eccentric friend. "Uh …"_

_His frustration finally presented itself as he fisted the table hard. "No!"_

_Irving gasped and actually took another step backward. "Henry?"_

_His eyes and nostrils flared. "Do I have to draw you a diagram, tattoo it to your palm, take you to Mars myself? There is no way that Mars supports any life form capable of constructing a vessel to travel to other worlds. The planet has no resources to create the fuel required for such an endeavour."_

_Irving shook his head. He backed off another step and raised his hands defensively. "I know you believe that, Henry, but can we be completely sure of that? We've never scratched the surface of the planet, we don't know what is hidden underground."_

_He grunted and pressed his hands hard onto the table top, dropping his head in an exhausted slouch. "It's impossible, Irving."_

_"Impossible, or improbable?"_

_He sighed and looked up with pleading eyes. "Now it's my time for wishful thinking."_

_~~End Flashback~~_

Irving probably should have taken the warning given to him by Henry only two days earlier. He should have insisted that Romana move out of London and spend some time in the country with her adopted grandfather.

…But he didn't know how to even begin to broach the topic with her.

As soon as he left the observatory, with his heart heavy in his chest and the heaviness of the impeding danger weighing almost cripplingly on his shoulders, he should've raced back to London and warned his beloved wife. He really should have. But as soon as he had made his way down the grassy hill and onto the dusty street below, all panic had evaded him.

He ignored it all, and let the foreboding warning ghost off into the darkness, and quietly returned home to eat a small meal, shower, and then make love to his wife.

Life returned to normal as he held Romana safely inside his arms and fell asleep against her back.

He'd let it all leave his mind until he'd listened to the opening of the Mercury Theatre's radio performance of an alien invasion based on his favourite tale. Then. Oh, then. Then it had returned to his mind with frightening speed.

He had quickly returned to the observatory. With his wireless radio perched haphazardly in the basket at the front of his bike – he held onto the hope that the fiction that blared from the speakers of his radio wasn't about to become a reality.

Henry, it seemed, wasn't at his typical post this evening. The Observatory was quiet.

So Irving had seated himself upon the grass beside the massive white-domed structure and listened to the remaining moments of the telecast. With the show now complete, he quietly leaned with his back up against the observatory walls and waited. He waited in the silent country-side just outside of London amongst a world that didn't know, or understand, the calamity that was certain to befall them.

This evening, and all others, lived as though it were any other ordinary day.

The peaceful serenity of the country side enveloped him like a mother's embrace. So quiet and tranquil. Woodland creatures foraged noisily in the brush beside the roads in search of a morsel of food carelessly tossed by a passing traveler. Owls hooted and foxes snarled. Birds sang their last songs of the Autumn, and the trees swayed lazily in the breeze. Down the road toward the city, from the railway station came the sound of shunting trains, ringing and rumbling, screeching and hissing, the sound softened almost into melody by the distance.

He closed his eyes exhaled a breath to enjoy the lingering heat of the autumn sun against his face. So warm and so bright…

His eyes flashed open. To the left of him came the a crackling and popping sound much like the flickering sounds of a campfire struggling for life on a windy day. Hissing and pulsating against the breeze. He twisted his head quickly toward the sound and gaped helplessly at the sight quickly thundering across the sky toward him.

A Fireball, larger than any inferno he'd ever witnessed or even read about, razed across the sky above his head. Hurtling and blistering through the air with incredible speed and sound. Irving fell down onto his hip and shielded his eyes against the light and the heat. He found himself suddenly unable to breathe as the flaming ball disappeared into the thick forest that edged the observatory grounds and collided with the ground with a deafening thunderous explosion that rattled through the entire countryside.

He lay there on the dusty floor for an indiscernible amount of time before he could will himself to move. It was only when he heard the panicked order of his friend Henry to get off his arse and follow him that he found himself able to move.

"And where have _you _been," he shouted hotly as he fell into pace at Henry's side.

Henry shot him a frustrated glare. "Looking for you," he hollered in response. "To warn you."

"Warn me about what?"

Henry grunted. "Don't you think that's obvious?"
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Gallifrey Tyler walked out of his TARDIS less than sixty seconds after he'd rushed in to put out a call across all time and space for assistance from the Doctor. His head was down and his gaze focused on a small blinking electronic apparatus in his hand. He fiddled with the arm of the glasses he had seated on his nose and lifted the device slightly higher as though seeking focus.

"For some reason I can't connect to the Gallifreyan networks with the old girl," he muttered more to himself than to the two women standing off to his left. "She's probably still techy over that … thing … that happened last week."

Rose, who was currently wrapped around a trembling Alyea, nestled her cheek comfortingly against her daughter's head. She cooed softly to her frightened child and lifted a brow in question toward Gallifrey. "What kind of _thing_ might that be?"

"Oh," he answered with a slightly dismissive wave of his hand. He didn't take his eyes from the device in his other hand. "Not a particularly important _thing_, Mum. Just one of those kinds of _things_ that upsets TARDISes and makes them get all moody." He sniffed a sound of discomfort. "Not a _thing _you really need to worry about. Bu-u-u-t," he dragged the sound of that word out as though trying to think of a decent enough _but_ to evade any further questioning. "It's not a big deal, _really_. Because I have this other nifty little _thing_ that suits my communicative needs quite adequately. A neat little thing I picked up on Fofororix about a decade or so ago." He held up the device with a grin. "Which is _this_."

"Which is _what_?"

"A communication device," he answered simply. He shrugged as he looked down at it with much less enthusiasm than he'd shown only seconds earlier. "It's a temporal toy of sorts, I suppose. Can send messages through time and space by attaching its signal to the shifting fabric of the vortex." He turned it in his palm and frowned lightly. His voice shifted to one of distraction as he analysed the small device. "Can't quite work out how to confirm that the message was successfully sent, though." He huffed. "Still. I'm sure it got sent, the Foforians are quite rekowned for their communicative prowess. Strange that, though considering the entire planet is made up of hermits who do everything they can _not_ to talk to each other."

Rose stroked at Alyea's arm and chuckled lightly. "That must make dating awkward then."

"Knowing some of the women I know," Gallifrey commented with a chortle. "Not talking to each other just might be a good thing." He held up his hands quickly in an attempt to backpedal quickly. "Present company most definitely not included. You ladies are divine conversationalists."

"If _you'd_ shut up it'd be a fine thing," Alyea teased in a voice hoarse from crying. She then grinned. "Nice save, by the way."

"Sometimes I get it right," he sang softly to himself as he looked over the device again. "How am I supposed to tell…?"

Rose couldn't help but moan a long suffering sigh. "Does it _ding_?"

His eyes widened and he looked toward his mother with a gaped mouth of disappointment in his new toy. "Oh. A _ding_! Wouldn't that be lovely?" He twisted and turned it a little in his hand. "Then I could confirm with certainty that my message was sent and received. _Ding! Message Sent. Ding ding! Message read. Dingalingaling the recipient is typing a response. _Oh yes. I'll have a tinker with this later. I might see if I can add voice communication as well."

"Get a cellphone," Alyea snipped in sigh. "It'd kinda solve all this mumble jumble stuff."

He gave his sister a beaming grin and skipped toward her with a wink in his eye and a click in the side of his cheek. "Oh, but where's the fun in that?"

"It's not supposed to be fun, Gal," she softly argued back. "It's supposed to be a reliable means of communication so that me and Mum and Dad and Tia can get hold of you if we need to."

Gallifrey lightly cupped her reddened cheek and drew his thumb through her drying tears. His voice fell to a soft tone. "You can _always_ get hold of me, Cobblemouse. Any time, any place." He lowered his head and smiled warmly when his eyes captured hers. "No matter what. You hear me?"

"But if your TARDIS is playing up…"

He noticed her shiver slightly and quickly worked to undo the buttons on his blue and black flannel shirt. "I've got a cellphone, Aly. _Please_. Mum and Dad'd never let me leave Gallifrey if I didn't have at least _that_ on me at all times." He lifted his eyes to Rose. "Right?"

"Right," Rose agreed with a smile. "It helps us in knowing where you lot are hiding at when we're looking for you."

Gallifrey leaned closer to Alyea and spoke in conspiratorial tones out of the side of his mouth as he finished with the last buttons on his shirt. "Remind me to show you how to clone by loop the locations services on your phone."

"I'm twenty-three," she whispered in reply. "Not three. I worked out how to do that a _long_ time ago."

"Yes," Rose cut in with a smile. "And your father figured out how to bypass that little sneak tactic of yours long _before_ he ever gave any of you kids phones."

Gallifrey snorted and slipped his flannel shirt from his shoulders. He rolled his eyes playfully as he draped the shirt over Alyea's shoulders. "Well. Back to the drawing board for the Lungbarrow kids," he sang. "Just leave it with me and Tia, Cobblemouse. We'll figure out how to defeat Dad yet."

Alyea grinned as she slipped her arms into the shirt that was at least three sizes too big for her. "Then keep me posted, yeah?"

"And in turn," Rose warned her daughter darkly. "You'll keep your Dad apprised of any developments in the assignment to evade his ever watchful eye, yeah?" She then looked toward her son with her mouth open ready to issue him with a similar warning, but found herself caught by the graphic he wore across his black undershirt. "What on Earth are you wearing, Gal?"

Gallifrey blinked a couple of times in question of his own, and then looked down at the t-shirt he was wearing as an undershirt to his flannel. He broke out into a wide grin and pulled out the bottom hem to straighten the shirt and proudly display the image. "Check that out, Mum. Isn't it the most trippy, brilliant, cool, awesome and molto bene thing you've ever seen?"

Rose focused on the image on the shirt and widened her eyes in a manner to suggest that although she was trying her hardest, she couldn't look away. "I dunno, Gal. I've seen plenty of brilliant things in my time. That. Well. That is…" She lifted her eyes to her son's. "Please tell me you picked your Dad up at least one of those."

"Got him three," he chortled as he flipped up three fingers. "And a mug and a plate. A blanket for the library. Oh! There's even a tie. A _Tie_, Mum! Do you believe it?"

"I really don't know what to say," she admitted with amusement.

"Vorrrp Vorrrp," Alyea recited incredulously the words from his shirt. "Since _when _does a Capsule – more specifically, _Dad's_ TARDIS – make _that_ sound?"

Gallifrey gave a quick slouch. His smile didn't falter. "Oh. Forget about how they spelled Auntie TARDIS' engine sounds. Focus on the fact that you can actually get your hands on stuff that _has her_ _picture_ on it! Her _picture_, Mum! Brilliant." He grin fell and his brows pinched together in contemplation. "How would you even actually spell out the sound she makes?" He heaved and whined the heavy sounds that imitated the TARDIS engines as though trying to do just that.

"Where in the Universe did you find all that," Rose queried curiously. "The Blue Police Box is an image pretty unique to Earth. The TARDIS is specific to you and your Dad. I can't imagine why and how you came across something like that."

Gallifrey shrugged a shoulder. "Ahh. Dad helped save a planet called Graburus in the Hathea system some time back. By the looks of the merchandise I saw it was in his seventh incarnation." He passed a look to Alyea, who looked at her brother with rapt fascination. "You might have to check in with Dad on that one, Mouse. I didn't get the full story. What, not with all the other imaginative adventures they have him running into."

Her face lengthened in surprise. "Adventures? As in plural?"

He tugged at his ear and grinned. "Yeah. They absolutely idolize him. They made a TV show, movie, radio shows, even a live action stage play all about him." He thrust both hands into his jeans pockets and chuckled. "The whole thing is pretty messed up, _really_. Not true in really any aspect, but they kind've have the core of him down good enough." He thumbed to his TARDIS. "I picked up the full box set of his adventures as _Doctor Who_ for your viewing pleasure."

Alyea looked thrilled. Rose looked aghast. "The whole lot," Rose questioned worriedly.

"Fifty years of it, Mum." His smile fell into an expression of confused disbelief at the words that were coming out of his own mouth. "If you think I'm playing about, I'm not. I went to a bloody comic convention and sat in a room where the actor of the hour talked about playing _the Doctor_ and the love story between he and his some-times companion – who was not you by the way." He inhaled deeply. "Took all in me not to jump up out of my chair and point out that the only companion my Dad has ever, and _will_ ever be in love with is his _wife_…"

Both Rose and Alyea blinked with surprise at the sudden aggrieved posture and words falling from Gallifrey's mouth.

"…not some _sassy, flirty, Queen of Innuendo, cheating, lying, stalker_, that they were calling his _wife_." He shuddered and looked toward his mother. "Really, Mum. I'm deeply affronted on your behalf about that. If I wasn't at threat of a Viking-style rape and pillage attack at the hands of the fans, I would have stepped up as the Doctor's son and corrected that glaring error."

Alyea pulled away from her mother and bounced up excitedly toward Gallifrey. She grinned up at him with impossibly big eyes and fisted her hands underneath her chin. "Tell me more about it, Gal? Tell me about Dad's adventures?"

"Rape and pillage?" Rose questioned incredulously. "What kind of planet is Graburus?"

Gallifrey let out a huff. "Oh. You know what I mean, mum. They love him. Dad is idolized and revered by these people. If they knew I was his progeny, I'd literally be attacked and pounced on by squealing fangirls. No. Thank. You." He lifted his nose to the sky and brushed his hands down his chest in a single swipe. "This body, these hearts, and my affections already belong to someone else, ta. So…"

He stopped talking abruptly. Whether it was because of the curious peep from his mother, or the shocked little gasp from his sister, he wasn't entirely sure. What he was sure of, however, was that now might be a good time to stop talking.

"You," he managed in a choked voice through a grimace. "You might want to forget that you heard that."

Alyea grinned cheekily. "Eidetic memory, Gal. I forget _nothing_."

"Who is she?" Rose queried in a voice half curious, half dangerously protective.

Gallifrey held up a finger. "Anyway," he squeaked. "Moving on, yeah? Potential alien invasion afoot."

Rose shook her head and folded her arms across her chest. "Oh. I think we have much more important matters to deal with right now than an alien invasion." She lifted her brow to him in challenge. "Don't you think?"

Gallifrey shook his head innocently. He pointed toward the impact site of the meteor behind him with both hands, although he didn't turn his body from his questioning mother. "Possible planetary destruction, Mum. Kind've outranks your need to know about the existence or non existence of my love-life, yeah?"

"Nope," she replied with a hard pop in the P.

Alyea let up a sharp laugh. "You. Are. So. Busted, Gal. Mum's not gonna let this dro-op."

"Does your Dad know?" Rose continued darkly. "Have you and him been keeping secrets from me?"

"No," he answered quickly with a squeak. "No no no no no. Course he doesn't know. There's nothing _to_ know! And if there was something to know, Mum, then you know you'd be the first one to know everything about it." He gestured urgently toward the impact site. "Now if we could cease the inquisition of the nonexistent and get on with dealing with the problem we have at hand? Please?"

"We're waiting for your father," Rose panned calmly, quietly. "So we have time."

"Alien invasion," Gallifrey pointed out again with urgency.

Rose's eyes flicked to the glow above the treeline, and then shifted her gaze back to her son. "Are you still a virgin, Gal?"

He let out a sharp and horrified sound of pure absolute mortification. Alyea practically collapsed on the floor in laughter.

"Mum," he growled through the side of his mouth. "I'm _not _having this discussion with you. Not here, and not now."

"Yes we are. It's a very simple question," she replied on a monotone voice. "Yes or no, Gal? Are you still the apple of my eye, or are you shagging about all time and space with alien girls."

He dropped his forehead into his palm. "By the Gods…"

"Don't you think for a second that I don't hold the authority to revoke any and all TARDIS privileges, Gallifreypetertylerlungbarrowmas. Because I do." She sniffed indignantly. "Just one word to your Dad. One! And you're grounded on Gallifrey for the next five centuries."

"Use of my full name is really not necessary, mum."

"It is if you've been messing about and playing Cassanova across the universe, Gallifrey," Rose warned with a growl. "I won't have it, you hear me? I won't have my baby boy being the pretty little toy that girls play with to get their kicks."

He rolled his eyes in annoyance and shook his head. "I'm Fifty six, Mum, not a baby toddling around your ankles." His face twisted into a grimace. He shook his head and turned on his heel to walk toward the impact site. "You and Mouse stay here and wait for Dad. I'm going to go make sure the humans down there aren't going to go about and do something stupid."

Rose watched her son walk away with mist in her eyes. She inhaled a shaking breath at his assertion that he wasn't a little boy anymore. "To me you'll always be my baby boy," she whimpered quietly. "I just want to make sure you're safe…"

As though hearing her quiet words, Gallifrey stopped his stride and dropped his chin against his chest. He inhaled a deep breath and let it fall heavily again from between his lips before he inhaled again.

"For the record," he said finally without turning around. "I've had one lover, mum. One. My hearts are hers, no one elses."

"Who is she, Gal?" Rose queried gently.

He inhaled sharply and held onto that breath for a long moment. "She's gone," he admitted brokenly. "I lost her."

Rose rushed quickly forward. "Oh Gal," she whimpered sympathetically. "What happened?"

"There was a war," he answered with an emotional voice. "She didn't make it out."

"Sweetheart," Rose crooned tenderly. "Why didn't you tell us? We need to sit down and talk about this-s-ss." The end of her word slid out of her in a hiss as the ground rumbled at their feet with enough violence as to have her stumble in place.

Gallifrey managed to thrust his arms forward to steady her before his full attention was caught by screams of panic from over the hill. He held his gaze on the bright orange glow up ahead of him for a moment, and then looked down at Rose. He held onto her shoulders and spoke urgently.

"You and Aly wait here for Dad. I'm going to go check it out, okay?"

Rose shook her head. "I'm coming with you."

"No."

"You're not going in alone, Gal. We're coming with you." She looked to her daughter. "Are you okay with that, Aly?"

Although her wide eyes and gaped mouth rejected the notion, Alyea nodded her head. "Sh-sure, Mum. Dad'll come get us."

Gallifrey shook his head. "No, Mum. You two stay here safe."

Rose slipped her right hand into Gallifrey's and clutched at Alyea's wrist with her left. "Well. As your father is so prone to having to say to me each and every time we head out together in the TARDIS." She looked first to daughter and then to son. "Run!"

Hand in hand in hand, the trio ran across the grasses and toward the stand of trees that had to this point shielded them from the danger on the other side. They could all feel the heat of the air around them increase with each forward stride they took. The screams and yells that were melodically dampened and distanced from them now cleared and sharpened as they drew closer to the maelstrom just beyond the trees.

Gallifrey released his mother's hand to rush forward and pull aside thick branches and leaves to get them through quicker. They finally broke through the stand and skidded to a stop, three pairs of Converse skidding across soil loosened by the impact of the meteor.

Their eyes widened at the massive structure looming over them. Their let their gaze travel from the pointed tip of the meteor, down along its oblong centre and to the rough, piles of sand, soil, grass and debris that buried at least half of the structure underground.

"By Rassilon," Alyea breathed worriedly. "Gal?"

"I don't know, Cobblemouse," he answered her softly. "This isn't a craft I've ever seen before."

"But it's a craft, yeah?"

"fraid so."

She shuddered and held herself. "Then don't do anything, yeah? Don't touch it. Wait for Dad."

"It's okay, Mouse," he assured her. "I won't touch it. I just want to look at it."

He stepped forward with the intent to draw close and investigate the craft and its origins, but found his path blocked by a blonde-haired man crouched on the ground with a hand in a pile of dirt, the other holding onto a beige hat with orange trim that perfectly matched the beige jacket with orange trim.

"It's hard to say, Tegan," the man announced toward a short-haired young woman wearing a short leather skirt and a red and black swirled white top beside him. "The reports I received from UNIT suggest Martian origin, but this definitely doesn't resemble anything I've ever seen that was constructed on Mars."

He slowly raised himself to a stand and shook his hand free of dirt. After one or two flicks in the air, he took a look at the hand, grimaced, and then wiped it on the lapel of his jacket.

"So you're saying there's Martians, then?" the woman queried with decidedly Australian-accented words. "They actually exist?"

He shook his head. "No. Mars hasn't supported any form of life in well over a million years." He inhaled. "But it's a resource-rich planet, and there are several nomadic civilizations who've gone in and taken their fair share from it. Most of them have already stripped their own home planets of any available resources – which is why they're nomadic, I suppose."

Gallifrey grinned widely as the tingle of a familial bond tickled at his mind. He clapped a hand down on the man's shoulder.

"Hullo Dad. I see you got my message."
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_Gallifrey grinned widely as the tingle of a familial bond tickled at his mind. He clapped a hand down on the man's shoulder._

_"__Hullo Dad. I see you got my message."_

Tegan Jovanka's eyes widened underneath her straight-cut fringe toward the handsome young man who had clapped his hand down onto the Doctor's shoulder and called him "_Dad_".

There was absolutely zero resemblance at all between the two men, and so she couldn't help but assume there was a case of mistaken identity at play here. If she took the way that the Doctor stilled under the young man's touch, he appeared to think so too.

"I think you might have him mixed up with someone else," Tegan said with a smile and a chuckle. "He's not exactly from around here."

Gallifrey looked toward Tegan across the Doctor's back. He offered her a beaming grin as he stood behind his father and moved his arm across the Doctor's throat in an awkward hug that pulled the Time Lord backward a little.

"Thing with Time Lords and their evil demon spawn," Gallifrey replied with a grin in the Doctor's ear. "Is that no matter what face the dad finds himself wearing, his kids are _always_ going to find him." He sighed on a high note with mock hurt. "Oh but they try to hide."

"Young Gallifrey," the Doctor cheered as he spun on his heel and snatched the young man into his chest for a tight embrace. He solidly thumped Gallifrey's shoulder blade twice and then drew back to take a good look at his child. "It's been a while. How long for you?"

Gallifrey smiled as he rubbed at his chin to consider the question. "Well. I last saw you not too long ago, actually, when you were with Charlie on Poslapus for the Seruta Festival." He looked at Tegan with a wink. "Bit of a navigational error on his part – didn't quite expect to end up at a love and fertility festival with a companion who clearly fancied him." He slowly cranked his head to offer his father a look of threat. "At least you better _not_ have ended up there intentionally."

The Doctor's brows pinched lightly together. "Can't imagine it would've been intentional." His brows remained knitted together and his voice seemed to take on a slightly higher pitch. "And if you wouldn't mind letting me know at just what part of my future I do make such a grave error, then I'd appreciate it. I must ensure that such misadventures are avoided at all costs."

Gallifrey let up a laugh and shook his head. "Yeah. Nah. Not gonna. That's an adventure that you're not going to want to miss out on." He grinned and then winked. "Trust me."

"So long as you assure me of my faithfulness to your mother…"

The threat in Gallifrey's tone belied his casual and amused expression. "You left there with the same face you arrived with, so yeah. Your virtue was intact." He then slid his eyes toward his father's attractive companion and held out his hand in greeting. "Gallifrey Tyler," he offered cheerfully. "You must be Tegan."

Tegan shifted her head to one side to look through suspicious and cut eyes toward the young man as she took his hand for a firm shake. "How do you know my name?"

"Process of elimination, really," Gallifrey answered with a shrug as his hands found their way into his jeans pockets. "Going by what the old man's wearing, he's in his fifth incarnation." His eyes shifted toward his father, and once the Doctor gave him a nod, he continued. "Now. Dad told me in his fifth, his companions were: Adric – an Alzarian. Nyssa – from Traken. Teagan – Human, Australian. Turlough – Human, British. Peri – Human, British again. And then Kamelian – Android, Time Lord technology."

"Android?" The Doctor barked with disbelief. "Why in the name of Rassilon would I pair myself up with an android?"

Gallifrey thumbed at his nose. "Yeah. Long story that. Short lived romance that it was."

"I hardly think so," he guffed indignantly. "An android as a companion. Why that's just laughable."

"K-9?"

"Don't bring my dog into this."

"Anyway," Gallifrey sang as he let his eyes shift back to Tegan. "You're human, so we knock out half that list. Your accent does hold the twang and drawl of a southern hemisphere native." He grinned an almost manic grin before finishing. "So. Tegan. You have to be Tegan. Queen of Sass against the Doctor, and one of the very few women who can actually put him in his place without completely emasculating him."

"Then I'm not trying hard enough, am I?" Tegan snipped back with a stretch of her lips in a smile.

"And you are also the survivor of a regeneration," Gallifrey added quietly. "Most companions don't react too well to that – my mum included – yet you, Nyssa and Adric handled it like it was just another ordinary day."

Tegan shrugged. "I barely knew him at the time."

"Which is what makes you even more brilliant," Gallifrey countered with genuine affection. "You didn't know him from Adam, yet you were there for him when it counted most."

"Speaking of your mother," the Doctor cut in somewhat shyly. He carded his hand through his blonde hair with a smoothing motion as though to tidy up the style. "Is she…?" He put his hat on his head, adjusted it slightly, and then took it off and held it over his right heart. Once again, he raked his fingers through his hair to smooth it down. "Does she happen to be close by?"

Gallifrey couldn't help but break out into a teasing grin. "Why?"

"Curious, is all," he peeped in response. "I haven't had the pleasure of her acquaintance for some time, and I quite miss her."

Tegan's face fell somewhat at the Doctor's admission. That wasn't to say that she had any particular fancy for the Doctor – quite the opposite, In fact – but for some reason she felt it deep inside her chest to know that he had such affections for another woman. "A _girlfriend_, Doctor?"

"My wife," he corrected without hesitation. "My precious girl for whom my hearts beat, and who is the mother of my son."

Gallifrey held up two fingers. "And two daughters."

The Doctor's eyes lit up. "Really?" he asked with mild awe. "I have daughters? Two? How delightful."

Tegan looked completely shocked by that admission. "How can you not know that you have _daughters_, Doctor?"

"And," Gallifrey continued with a cheeky and excited grin. "If Mum's claim about you being on a mate guarding rampage right now is accurate, then you've got another one ready to go." His face quickly fell. His eyes widened and he held up his hands with urgency. "So whatever you do, Dad. No flaring the bond. Don't lower the shields. Don't do anything that connects you with my mum." He looked worriedly over the Doctor's shoulder toward Rose, and then back to his father. "Please. She's enough stressed out. She ran from you to escape the torture."

The Doctor stilled. His voice dropped to a low and hoarse whisper. "She's here, isn't she?"

Gallifrey dropped his head slightly. "She is."

"And judging by your words," he said with a thick swallow. "She's here without me?"

"She's Doctor-Free right now, yeah."

"Uh-huh," he breathed with a lick at his dried lips. He then swallowed and smoothed his hand over his hair. "How do I look?"

"Like a bit like a side dish for a plate of chicken wings," Gallifrey quipped with a shrug and a wink toward Tegan as he flicked his finger on the stalk of celery pinned to the Doctor's lapel.

"Like a _what_?"

"Mum," Gallifrey called as he lifted his arm high to point down at the Doctor's head. "Look who I found. Seems our message for assistance got sent to the wrong incarnation."

"What message?" The Doctor asked with a confused furrow in his brow. He then peeped at the melodic sound of Rose's voice saying his name in Gallifreyan from over his shoulder. He gave Gallifrey a last desperate look of question as to how he looked, and only turned to face her when his son gave him a nod to turn. He beamed his brightest smile as he recited her name with devoted reverence.

"Hello Doctor," Rose breathed as she trailed her eyes up and down his body. Her brows lifted appreciatively and she let the very tip of her tongue flick at the edge of her mouth. "_This_ is an incarnation I haven't had the pleasure of seeing before."

He held his arms slightly outward and gave a slow spin. "What do you think?"

"You're gorgeous."

He hummed happily and lifted a hand to cup at her jaw. "Romana told me what you wanted in my next incarnation," he said with a chuckle. "And who am I to deny the love of my lives anything her heart desires?"

Rose pressed her hand against his vest and traced her fingers over the bonding pendant she could feel sitting underneath. "Does that include a real _hello_, Doctor?"

He slipped his hands around her waist and stepped in close to her. His hat dropped from his fingers as her arms snaked up around his neck and she nuzzled her nose against his. He opened his lips to respond, but they were captured by Rose's. Immediately the tender hold he had on her waist locked tight, and he crushed her body against his as he angled his head just slightly to deepen their kiss.

The bond between them. The one he had so carefully shielded for near a decade of being apart from her suddenly flared back into existence. He was immediately overcome with a maelstrom of emotions from his wife of absolute and devoted love and honour; of promises of forever; and of sacrifice.

The fraying edges of a heat cycle initiated by the tenth version of him snared his deepest and most primal instinctual urge, and a sudden and dangerously possessive growl suddenly ripped out from the very back of his throat. Loud that the growl was, though, it wasn't anywhere near as audible as the cry of disgust that shot out of the mouth of the young woman standing at Rose's side.

"Mum! How could you?"

Rose immediately tore herself from the Doctor's passionate grasp and struggled to get away from him to address her child. "Aly," She cooed gently as she batted away the Doctor's insistent hands.

Alyea took a step back from her mother. Wide eyed and shocked she shook her head at her. "What would _Dad_ say about you kissing other men like this?"

"Aly," she pleaded urgently. "This _is_ your Dad."

Alyea's eyes pinched in analysis for a moment, and then she shook her head with no small amount of disgust in her expression. "No. He's not." Her eyes flashed angrily toward her mother. "Last I checked, Dad had brown hair, brown eyes, is much more handsome than…" she thrust out her arm sideways to point toward Gallifrey. "Dad actually _looks like Gal_."

"Aww," Gallifrey purred with a laugh around her jutting finger. "Are you saying I'm handsome, Cobblemouse?"

Alyea kept her arm high and her finger pointed toward Gallifrey. She turned her head to glare at him down the length of her arm. "This is not funny, Gal."

He rolled his eyes, chagrinned, and gently lowered her arm with a press of his fingers against her wrist. "No, I guess it isn't."

The Doctor stepped forward and rather carefully approached Alyea with a tender look in his eye. "Aly, is it?"

Alyea stood tall with her head held up. She looked down her nose at him with every bit of arrogance a Time Lord was reknowned for. "I am Alyealenlumialungbarrowmas. The third child and second daughter of the Doctor: Lord President of the Supreme Council of Gallifrey and all of her Dominions, Holder of the Wisdom of Rassilon, Preserver of the Matrix, Guardian of the Legacy of Omega, and the 423rd Kithriarch of the house of Lungbarrow." She lowered her head ever so slightly. "My father is the Oncoming Storm and the Destroyer of Worlds, the mated and fully bonded partner of the Bad Wolf." Her eyes flicked toward Rose and then slid back to the Doctor. "Who. Are _you_?"

He blew out a breath through pursed lips and rubbed at the back of his head. "Well. Apparently I am a great many things. I'd hardly describe myself as Lord President and keeper of all that…" He twisted his wrist rather dismissively in the air. "Nonsense." He inhaled deeply. "I thought I'd made it quite clear that I wasn't interested in the position of President on Gallifrey." He winced slightly and let out a rather long suffering sigh. "And why would they push it? I only got that appointment by default. I suppose Time Lords aren't the type to call by elections simply because their elected leader takes a TARDIS and runs off across the universe."

Tegan had to expel a laugh, facetious though it was. "You? President? Of an entire planet?"

"Don't think I don't find the prospect just as amusing as you do, Tegan," he answered with a sigh and a roll in his eye. He then straightened his emotions and looked toward the fuming young woman standing mere feet away from him. "I might not yet be everything you just described, Alyealenlumialungbarrowmas – and what a beautiful name you have…"

"My _Dad_ gave me that name," she snipped in tightly.

"Purest Light," he translated with a smile.

"I know what it means," she hissed back in reply. She shot her mother a heated glare when Rose dared chide her for her attitude. "And I _am_ Dad's light. He tells me that all the time." She rudely raked her eyes up and down his orange-suited form with obviously exaggerated disgust. "And if you were him, you'd know that."

"And I imagine you must be," he replied quietly, hurt evident in his tone. "And I expect that I should."

Rose looked painfully toward her son. "Gal, would you mind?" She gestured toward Alyea with a tip of her head.

"Yeah," he breathed with a nod and a slow blink in his eye. "C'mon Cobblemouse. Let's give them a mo', yeah?"

Rose closed her eyes and listened to the shuffle in the dirt of her children taking a few steps away. Once she heard the quiet mumbling of the two of them, which was more Gallifrey quietly trying to convince his sister that the man dressed like a carrot was really her dad; she stepped in toward the Doctor.

"You have to forgive Aly," she began gently. "She's …"

"…only a low-level telepath," he finished for her. "She can't feel our familial bond, can she?"

"It's not that she _can't _feel it," Rose corrected. "It's that she doesn't know how to isolate and fully understand each of the different mental stimulations she receives." She stroked at his arm, sliding her hand down to capture his. "You've been working with her a lot, and she's had therapy from some of the best telepathic masters on Gallifrey." She looked to her children and smiled to see that Gallifrey had seized his little sister in an embrace and was quietly speaking to her. "They say she's refusing to give herself to the bonds; that for some reason she's holding back."

"Why?" He felt her hand tighten around his. "Do you have any ideas on that?"

She shook her head. "You seem to think it's sympathetic, because I'm not exactly a telepath."

"But you feel _our_ bond," he whispered softly.

"So much," she breathed emotionally as she turned into him and pressed her forehead into his chest. "So very much."

"Does Aly know that?"

She hummed as she slipped her arms around his waist and nuzzled against his chest. "If she doesn't, then she's going to find out pretty quick." She released a sigh into the lapel of his jacket. "I haven't seen you in almost two days, Doctor. Even though you've been driving me mental, I miss you."

"It's been near ten years for me," He admitted sadly. "I can't begin to express just how much I've yearned to hold you again."

She tightened her hold. "I'm here now, Doctor."

Despite Gallifrey's warning not to, he melted deeper into their bond. After a moment, he winced just slightly as the nip of her waning heat cycle began to bite at him. "Rose," he half panted as he wriggled somewhat helplessly in her hold. "You ran from me because I was bothering you with my protectiveness…"

She gave a short laugh and released him. "_That's_ what you want to call it? You might be kinda understating it a bit there."

"Yeah," he admitted with a guilty and apologetic grimace.

Her eyes flashed and she stepped back from him with a shake of her head. "No. Don't tell me. Please don't say it. That's not supposed to happen across incarnations – that's not fair."

Tegan moved to stand in between Time Lord and wife. She stood in a protective position more for the protection of the Doctor than of Rose. She looked toward Rose with a partially sideways look. "What's going on?"

"Just keep him away from me," Rose huffed. She flicked up her finger in a silent chiding to her son as he laughed behind her. "Gal. It's not funny!"

"Yeah," he hollered. "It is, really. I'm half tempted to pull the lever on a Security Protocol Gal-One, just to see what happens when you're confronted by thirteen of him."

Rose narrowed her eyes and twisted her head to look over her shoulder at him. "Remember, Gallifrey. You're a Gallifreyan male."

"Shit."

"Not so funny now, is it?"

Tegan looked horribly confused. "What's going on?"

The Doctor winced. "I'm sorry, Rose," he half-whimpered as he stepped back and held both hands up in surrender. "I'll do whatever I can to control it. I promise you I'll try." He panted a little. "Just. Please don't pull away from me. I beg you."

"Time Lords don't beg," Rose answered quietly, moved by his plea.

"This one will." He tried his most disarming smile against her resolve. "Please, Rose."

Rose pouted and let out the smallest of whines. "You don't play fair," she moaned.

He held out his arms to her. "Come here, love."

Tegan suddenly thrust her arms out either side of her, one palm in Roses chest, the other against the Doctor's. "Wait!" she yelped sharply.

The Doctor frowned, and as he shifted to query her command, he followed the line of her sight. "By Rassilon," he breathed worriedly when he caught sight of what had his companion's attention.

"Careful," he hollered sharply as he weaved himself in between Rose and Tegan and held his arms out either side of himself to offer some form of barrier between he and the alien craft. Slowly he stepped backward, sure that both women would understand his unspoken request for them to step back in time with his own retreat.

"Gallifrey," he called over his shoulder. "Get your sister clear."

"On it, Dad,' he hollered back in reply. "What's going on?"

"I don't know," the Doctor muttered under his breath as he watched a piercing line of light appeared about six feet from the very tip of the craft. Slowly the light moved around the pointed top of the craft, effectively slicing the top open.

With a heavy metal on metal keening sound, the lid began to move, unscrew.

"But whatever this is," he warned. "It's probably not going to be just a social call."


	5. The Heat Ray

A/N: Hmmmm ... I'm falling apart on this one, aren't I? Not such a good tale thus far...

Let's see if some alien death and destruction can give me a better track to run on, and hope to inject some life into this work. : Fingers Crossed :

~~oooOOOooo~~

The wildly running pair of Irving Smith and Henry Wheeler could have been described as slightly comical. Both men ran a lanky gait, with their arms swinging around them like the blades of a windmill. They skipped and slipped, slid and leapt, as they clumsily navigated their way through fallen debris and discarded farm equipment. Irving wondered if they were ever actually going to arrive at their destination. Although the crash site seemed close enough, but when he looked toward the pulsing orange light in the distance, the scene seemed to pull away from him – a bubble on the other end of a piece of elastic that seemed to pull taut to hold them at bay.

Yet they both lumbered onward. As he watched Henry slowly take the lead in the race toward danger, Irving couldn't help but question his own fitness. Henry had at least fifteen years on him, yet he ran with the spritely energies of a young man.

…Whatever Coffee Henry was drinking on an hourly basis in the observatory, Irving was going to buy it by the truckload.

On any other occasion, he might even make a quip to his older friend about his uncanny youthful energy, and query the existence of a magical elixir of youth. On any _other_ occasion …

Finally, the pair broke through the outer barrier of cautious onlookers who wanted to bear witness without coming too close. Curious rubberneckers who wanted to hold the glory of being at the scene, but wanted none of the inherent danger that the scene actually presented.

Irving skidded worn leather shoes across a short span of disturbed soil in a side slip that dug into the ground kicked up far too much grit and dirt to be considered polite. He breathed out a plea to the deities as his eyes finally took in the scene in all it's curious horror.

There was a channel in the ground, ten metres wide and at least two metres deep at the point just above the crater. The meteor, itself, was partially buried under several metres of dark brown soil. It was easy to see the meteor in amongst the smoke and fire of the trees and holes surrounding it. It was amber, a profound amber hue that deepened and intensified with each pulse of … well, like the beat of a heart. _His_ heart, perhaps?

He felt his own heart struggle to beat against the pulsating eeriness of the meteor. It seemed to want to change his own internal rhythm to match the glowing cylinder before him. Irving was immediately enamoured and drawn to it; captivated and awed by its beauty. He wanted to reach out and touch it. He wanted to stroke the smooth exterior of it.

As Irving stepped forward to answer his sudden desperate need, a sharp pull on his sleeve snapped him out of his reverie.

"Irving! Irving, for the love of the Gods, please step back."

His body shuddered its way back into the now and he looked at my friend with knitted brows. "Henry? Are you sure that we should be here?"

His brow rose slightly with that question, and Irving had to admit that the question was stupid. Of course they had to be there. Henry was the only real authority on the stars in the small township. Irving held on to the excuse, however, that through fear and confusion still didn't completely have hold of reality. He opened his mouth to express that very thought, but was stopped as Henry took hold of his elbow. He grumbled his displeasure as he walked them both closer to the meteor. Almost Immediately they were stopped by a large police officer who dug the tip of his baton into the centre of Irving's chest.

"Let me do the talking, Irving," he warned darkly.

"This site is off limits to non-emergency personnel," he boomed with forced bravery as his eyes flicked between the two of us. His eyes caught Henry's and the large man seemed to deflate a little in relief. His baton immediately swept in his direction. "Doctor Wheeler. I pray to our Lord above that you know what this is."

"If this is what I think it is, then something tells me the Lord isn't going to offer anyone _any_ salvation," Henry murmured under his breath only loud enough for the deepest tones of his voice to be heard by anyone listening.

The police officer dropped his baton onto Henry's shoulder in question. "What was that?"

"Nothing," Henry answered quickly, and in concise tones. "If you want me to take a look at this, Crabtree, then you're going to have to let me and my friend through."

The Officer looked toward Irving with narrowed eyes. "And who might this fellow be? I've not seen him in these parts."

Henry's eyes snapped to Irving and then back with the speed of a whip. He thumbed at his nose and let his eyes cast off toward the meteor. "Doctor Smith," he answered quickly. "Visiting from the London observatory. He is to be afforded the same accesses and conveniences as you would me."

"A Doctor, you say," Crabtree queried doubtfully. "From London."

Irving tipped his ear toward Henry. "Well _he_ said it, but yes. I am visiting from London and have extensive knowledge of the events leading up to this evening." He lightly bowed in an obviously facetious manner. "Now if you will excuse us, Officer."

"Quite," the officer mumbled as he stepped aside to let them by.

Irving leaned in slightly to Henry as they strode past. "_Doctor_ Smith," he hissed. "Is my _brother_."

"Oh, just roll with it," he huffed in reply as they moved toward the giant metal meteor. "From your constant grousing, you believe yourself to hold far superior in intelligence to him."

"Arrogant little trunkike that he is," Irving muttered under his breath.

"What on Earth is a _trunkike_?"

Irving raised his head and let his jaw drop just slightly as he looked up at the towering structure looming above them. "I think the better question is: What is _that_?"

There was no doubt, looking at it now, that the meteor was definitely a craft. The obviousness of that observation was practically painful. It was cylindrical in shape, pinched at the tip to resemble a rugby ball. It had two long, elongated wings either side that protruded maybe only three feet from the surface, but ran the entire length of the craft. There were no visible windows or portals, but jagged remnants of deeply concaved radar dishes indicated its method of navigation. It had landed on what appeared to be the bottom part of the cylinder, so that it stood straight up. Along the top of the craft there seemed to be a deep seam about two metres from the very edge. Irving feared this may be a potential exit point as he could see no other obvious sign of a door or ramp.

"This is not good, Irving," Henry commented quietly at his side as he ushered him yet closer to the craft. "If they are capable of this, what else can they do?"

Irving lowered his head and looked through his brows to scrutinize the scene before him. As a reporter, he'd investigated and been privy to scenes of death and destruction. Right now, he called on every bit of restraint within him not to succumb to the flight impulse that was rippling the muscles in his arms and legs. This could be the story of the century, and he was being afforded the seat closest to the action.

He took a moment to look around at the other people who had managed to gain access to the site. There were police officers, fire fighters, and an array of curious onlookers, braver than those who lingered on the outer edges like mosquitos held back by a thin mesh screen.

His eyes fell on a small grouping of individuals that were gathered almost directly across the other side from where he and Henry were standing. He angled his head to one side in curiosity at the blonde man and woman who were caught up in a passionate embrace. Impropriety aside, this was hardly the time, nor place, to be focused on such activities.

He exhaled a displeased huff at their behavior, and then found amusement in the loud chiding of a young brunette woman who seemed to hold all of the arrogance of royalty as she stood her ground against the blonde man.

Irving wanted to step closer, to further investigate the unusual grouping.

"Irving," Henry called excitedly from below him. Deep in a crouch at the very edge of the crater's edge, the eccentric old Astronomer was oblivious to anything else around him. "This is … fascinating."

Irving paid little mind to the man crouched at his side. His attentions were firmly on the group across the other side of the craft, and on the despairing expression he could see on the blonde man after his dressing down by the young woman. Oh, but he'd seen those eyes and that defeated look somewhere before…

Just quite _where_, he was at a loss to immediately recall. Probably somewhere in London. Perhaps on the train ride to this little slice of rural heaven. It was quite likely that the group hailed from London – and quite likely the southern part of the city given their attire and their complete disregard for propriety and their own safety.

He moved forward to approach them with a warning to clear the scene, but was halted as Henry let out a startled, yet excited cry.

"My God! It's opening!"

Irving and Henry's mouths gaped as they raised their eyes to the behemoth before them. The air and smoke seemed to vacuum into their chests as they simultaneously inhaled and held their breaths.

Above their heads, a terrifying sound of metal scraping across metal echoed out across the field. People yelled, women screamed, and the police bellowed out warning for people to get back and flee for their own safety.

Henry and Irving remained held solidly in place, held firm by terror and excitement.

…This was to be Earth's first meeting with beings from another world.

As the lid slowly unscrewed, deafening all with its high-pitched metal scraping sound, Irving felt the blood in his body still. There came a pressure inside his head that he was sure risked explosion if he didn't cry out for release. But he couldn't. His held breath maintained its place inside his lungs, not willing to move, not even if he wanted it to. It was as if his very breath was in so much fear that it crawled in to the deepest part of his lungs, never to emerge.

The suspense to see what lay within the craft was unbearable. He had to know. He had to see. He finally lunged forward, expelling a yell in a belch so loud it seemed to silence everything around him. He fell in to a world of silence as he fought against a set of arms that were trying to hold him back. He struggled against the arms of the officer and looked to the floor, where Henry was still on his knees, his eyes wide and head tilted incaptivated awe. He turned his head and spoke in a voice Irving simply couldn't hear.

He wished, so much, that he could have known what he said. He wished he could have heard him, and warned him not to go …

Henry crawled like a rabid animal towards the cylinder as everyone else stood mesmerized by the unscrewing of the lid. The slow grind squealed its metal against metal shriek one last time before falling eerily silent.

And then the lid fell off.

~~oooOOOooo~~

Time, they say, is a relative thing. Whilst it is perhaps the most reliable of all things in this world, something that couldn't possibly have deviation of any sort, it can certainly feel as though it does. In its truest sense, time is pin-pint accurate. Each second can be perfectly counted off with a three-syllable word between each count – the most common being: one-one thousand, two-one thousand, three-one thousand, and so on. Irving never needed any science doctorate to know that. That was taught that in grade one at primary school, right after a child learned how to count to ten. It was something every child in every land practiced and perfected with each summer's thunderstorm while growing up.

_One-one thousand. Two-one thousand. Three-one thousand. _Children are taught that counting off the seconds between the flash and the thunderclap can accurately plot the distance to the storm. A learning created to calm their fears – to assure them they were safe from the storm.

Gravity and the relative velocity of anything falling from above is another consistent that lends herself well against time. Gravity being the most reliable of women, she will deviate just as much as the hands of time, i.e., none. Everything falls at a pre-determined speed, with its own maximum velocity. It doesn't change on its own in an honest way. There is no bartering with Madam Gravity. She has a specific course and speed plotted for the object of her attention and it can only be manipulated when taunted by trickery, such as with the use of a kite or parachute. Her pull is unforgiving, but in some cases she can be fooled.

Something unaided by such tricks will never sway the lady. Each will fall into her with a definite rate of acceleration of 9.8 metres per second per second. Of course when one factors in weight and drag and …

Oh, Rose really had to concentrate harder when she tried to help Tia with her Academy studies. The Doctor would be able to much more flawlessly explain time, gravity, terminal velocities, the movement of soundwaves through the air and physics in general than she could.

He could probably much more accurately explain why time and the fall of the cylinder's lid seemed to have slowed so much.

Her chest was pressed firmly against the Doctor's back as the lid of the cylinder finally popped free with and echo that rang out with a shockwave effect against each of their chests. Time definitely seemed to slow at that moment. The words of order from her husband telling them all to get back came to her slow, deep, almost sloth-like.

All she could do was clutch onto the Doctor's extended arm and let him lead them all backward. She watched him thickly turn his head toward her children and mouth out a demand for her son to get Alyea clear. The movements of his mouth seemed slow, pushing his words through a thick, molasses soup toward his children.

A shriek from her daughter, and then Alyea calling for her father, and sound sped up to real time again. Rose quickly found her own grounding and stepped large strides back from the Doctor to be able to twist out from behind his protective shield to comfort her terrified child.

"Aly, baby…"

"Stay back with Dad," Gallifrey ordered in a sharp voice as he juggled the squirming woman in his hold. "I've got Alyea."

"But…"

"I said _stay with Dad_," he ordered again.

"Listen to Gal," the Doctor grit from behind clenched teeth over his shoulder as he struggled to see though the white steam and hissing winds that had kicked up as the lid began to unscrew and the craft released the pressure form within. "Stay with me. You, too, Tegan."

"What is it, Doctor?" Tegan begged fearfully as she maintained her shielded stoop behind him. "If you're scared, it can't be good."

"I'm not scared," he vowed sharply. "Just worried for the safety of my family. And, no. I have no idea what this is. I don't recognize the craft at all."

"Which means?"

"Which means I don't know what to expect," the Doctor admitted on a tight voice. "This could be anything, and I don't want to take a chance – with _any_ of you – that this is going to be hostile."

The steam and pressure from the craft suddenly ceased, and silence replaced the stinging sound of the unscrewing lid. Audible inhales from the many people that had not scattered from the craft sounded out much like a twenty seven gun salute, all firing simultaneously: _one, two, three_.

"Here we go," the Doctor warned quietly. "Whatever you do…"

"Stay behind you," Tegan finished in a huff. "No fear about that, Doctor. I'm happy to use you as a shield."

"Happy to be your shield, Tegan."

The Doctor inhaled a deep breath of apprehension as he watched the top of the craft carefully. He licked at his lip and let his hand flick behind him to ensure that Rose was still very much within reach of him. His fingers found hers and locked tight, but before he could coo out any words of comfort to her, a sharp and horrified cry shrieked across the field.

His attention snapped immediately to the sound of horror that bellowed out from the other side of the cylinder.

"Henry!"

The Doctor angled his body in a lean to be able to look across the distance. His whole expression fell into stunned horror at the face that looked upon another man in terror.

"By Rassilon," he breathed. "Brax?"

Irving didn't hear the whisper from the Doctor. His focus was on his friend, and the penitent position he had underneath the direct path of the falling mass of alien metal. "Henry!" He cried vainly as he watched Henry's head finally rise to the lid in realization. "For God's sake, get away from there!"

The rabid look on Henry's face slowly contorted to one of mortal panic. His eyes widened in time with his mouth as his left hand raised to the falling object as if to stop it with sheer will.

The final image that he saw of his dear friend was of him on his knees, one hand grasping at the dirt, the other raised high in the air, his face frozen with a look of terror as the large metal lid fell, with a deafening thud, on top of him.

Across the other side of the craft, Alyea shrieked inside the sheath of her brother's arms as her delicate hands finally raised to her mouth. Gallifrey stood behind her, his head turned away from the image with his eyes clenched tightly shut. He tightened his hold and pulled her trembling body against him to firmly cocoon her in his arms. She sobbed and shook her head, unable to take her eyes from the small flip of white shirt that protruded from the bottom of the lid.

"Don't look at it, Cobblemouse," he urged gently. "Just come here. I've got you."

"I want Dad," she whined softly. "I need my Daddy."

Gallifrey raised his head to the Doctor, who stared upon the scene with an expression of absolute despair. "Dad?"

"What?" He answered in a hoarse voice as he shifted his eyes toward him.

"Could you?" He nodded down to Alyea.

The Doctor nodded and moved forward, opening his arms to engulf the terrified young woman. "Of course."

Alyea stiffened and fired a furious look of refusal toward him. "No! I want my _real_ Dad."

Her words stilled the Doctor immediately. He couldn't hide the rejection from his entire posture. "But…?"

Rose put her hand gently on the Doctor's arm as she passed by. "I'm sorry, Doctor. Let me…"

"Don't," he said quickly. "Don't correct her. It's not the time for chiding, Rose. Not yet."

Rose gave him a nod and moved swiftly toward her children. In quick time, both of them were in her arms, Gallifrey and Rose trying their all to settle the frightened woman.

Tegan's voice was broken and her own body trembling as she moved in to stand beside the Doctor. "I've seen it in the movies before, Doctor. A man being crushed to his death. But to see it. Like that." She covered her mouth as though trying to hold back a retch. "Oh my God."

"I'm sorry," he breathed empathetically. His eyes were on the white strip of fabric that stuck out from underneath the giant metal lid. He closed his eyes in silent prayer and then looked back to search for the face he swore belonged to his brother. His gaze fell on a man who swayed in place, his face pale and suddenly gaunt.

"Braxiatel," he muttered to himself. "What are you doing here?" He looked to Tegan and offered gestured toward Rose, Gallifrey and Alyea. "Please. Stand with them, Tegan. There's someone here I need to speak to."

"But, Doctor?"

He shook his head and pursed his lips with a soft hiss for her to be silent. "Just a moment."

His eyes then travelled toward the man who looked to be growing more and more unsteady with every passing second.

Irving's sway finally destabilized the teetering man, and he fell with a thump onto his knees in the dirt. His hands were outreached in front of him, in askance for penance from a vengeful deity. Tears fell from his cheeks and onto the scattered earth beneath his knees as he rocked forward and fell onto his hands beside the mammoth chunk of metal who took his friend.

His sorrow was short lived and interrupted by an unearthly holler from above them all. The entire group lifted their heads and gaped eyes and mouths in horror as the entity within the craft made his victorious entrance.

The alien emerged slowly and with a projected regal arrogance that immediately drew a breath of terrified awe from all present in the field. Two luminous, almond shaped eyes emerged over the top of the cylinder. A swollen head followed the eyes, and came alive with with three snake-like tentacles, as long as pythons, that rose high into the air. It exulted a victorious cry as its lithe form, not much larger than a human man emerged.

Its skin had a blue hue, much like the spring morning sky, and glistened against the torch lights dancing from below. There was no mouth, no lips, but the cheeks quivered, expanding and contracting much like it was taking a breath.

The alien that finally emerged to stand atop the edge of the now open door of his craft drew gasps and whimpers. It looked down at each of the individual people standing below, but gave no obvious sign as to its intentions and impressions of the local peoples.

Irving couldn't help but note that aside from a disproportionate head, writhing tentacles and the absence of a mouth, it was just like them.

As he rose to his feet once more, he could only hope that the creature would be as vulnerable as them as well.

"What are you?" he breathed in question toward the alien. "Are you Martian?"

"Vaswaron," the Doctor answered him quietly, confident in his identification now that he'd seen the physical form of the creature. "From the Ocarro system. But you should know that, you've been an ambassador to that planet for a century now."

Irving stumbled backward and held up a hand as a shield between he and the Doctor. "Who are you?"

The Doctor offered him a somewhat perplexed expression. "Brax. It's me: The Doctor." He rolled his eyes and corrected himself quickly. "I mean Thete."

Irving pressed his lips into a thin line and shook his head. "No. I think you have me mistakened for someone else," he stammered in reply. "My name's not _Brax_, and I have no idea who you are."

"You are _Irving_," the Doctor corrected in a rather condescending tone. "Irving Braxiatel. First son of Ulysses, and _my_ brother."

Irving took a step backward and shook his head. "I am Irving _Smith_, he corrected sharply. "And that is where the similarities between me and this brother of yours ends." He inhaled deeply. "Now be gone with you. This area isn't safe for beast, nor man. So you and your companions best be off."

The Doctor looked at Irving with pinched eyes of analysis. He reached out to the familial bond that should unite them, but found himself slammed up hard against a telepathic brick wall. He exhaled a sudden breath of shock as though he'd walked into that wall himself.

"Why are you hiding?" he questioned under his breath.

"Doctor," Rose said softly from his side. "Leave him. He's not who you think." She looked to Irving with apology in her eyes. "I'm sorry to have bothered you, Mr. Smith."

The Doctor looked down into her face with confusion written across his. "Rose…"

"We need to get safe," she urged him. "Alyea's terrified. We have to get her out of here."

The Doctor's face steeled quickly. He gave a firm nod. "Agreed." His hand fell to clutch at hers and he tugged lightly at it to draw her back to the others. He looked back to Irving and gave a nod of goodbye. "My apology to you, Mr. Smith. The resemblance you have to my brother is most uncanny."

Irving opened his mouth to politely accept his apology, but was cut off by the sudden rampaging appearance of a group of five men, all brawny, and all tainted by the smell of ale. No doubt fueled by liquid courage, they seemed intent on lynching the alien above.

"Oi!" One of them cried out. "What you think you're doin' swannin' on in 'ere and messin' up tha place?"

Both Irving and the Doctor shook their heads at the men, irritated and saddened by their lack of commonsense in the face of obvious danger. They barely got the question out before the alien reacted. Its large almond-shaped eyes blinked a slippery sound of thin skin over moist eyes, and a large, funnel-shaped gun rose beside him.

Without warning, and without order, a rainbow-coloured beam leapt from man to man. In an instant the five-person group of men were engulfed in flames. Screams again pierced the evening quiet as every person shielded our eyes against the brilliant light. The alien then looked down at the Doctor and his party and pointed a stout bony finger at them. they knew instantly that we were to be the next targets of this unearthly heat ray.

"By Rassilon!" the Bellowed loudly. "Rose, Gal, Tegan, Aly, _run!"_

Immediately they began clawing their way out of the ravine, grunting and yelling in panic for escape. The Doctor stumbled as he heard a buzz, like the building up of static energy, and then a flash of pink and purple light as the heat ray fired above his head.

He clawed at the first hand that his found and latched on tightly. He had no idea who that hand belonged to, but he was going to make sure that whoever it was, they got out of this safely.

He could feel the sand and soil shift as it melted into glass at his feet. Beside his panicked path of exit, trees burst into flame. Screams filled the air, and bright flashes lit the night. Wildlife and humans, alike, joined in the what was becoming a desperate and painful exodus of the Meteor's crater.

He'd never know how many people made it out. He wasn't didn't stop to check. He only let his eyes capture the four faces of those he cared for most and led them quickly along the thin and dusty road.

And they ran. Ran with all of their strength away from the crater, terrified and sure that even when they found safety and sanctuary that the heat ray would find and reduce them all to a charred cinder.

Behind him he knew there was continued death and destruction at the hands of the Vaswaron traveler. From his peripheral, the Doctor could see the frenzied sceene that played around them. He noted the men that staggered and fell, aimless and lost as the Vaswaron fired his heat ray at the trees and brush around them. He could hear the dogs as they snarled and pulled desperately at their chains. People swore vows to their deity and yelled curses and profanity as they argued with each other. Shots rang out in the din.

He continued to run. He held tight to the small hand within his and tugged urgently for them to keep up and stay close to him. He ran until he could no longer breathe or take another step.

After what felt like an eternity, they found what appeared to be an abandoned home. The Doctor looked to his son with an unspoken order and Gallifrey used a blue-tipped sonic to unlock the door. One by one, the exhausted travelers fell in through the doorway and collapsed just shy of the entranceway.

Once both he and Gallifrey had slammed their back into the door to lock it, and they had confirmed they were secure for now, the Doctor finally looked down at the small hand still held within his. He trained his eyes down along a blue and black plaid flannel-covered arm and into the face of his daughter.

He made no move at all to release her hand from his. He let his eyes quickly scan over her face in search of any form of injury. "Are you okay?" he queried softly. "You're not hurt?"

Alyea blinked an angry pair of eyes at him, and then roughly shook her hand free of his. She said nothing to him as she turned toward her mother and buried herself against her bosom.

The Doctor closed his eyes and lowered his head, but kept his hand held outward in the same position as Alyea had left it. He acknowledged Rose's gentle and pained apology with barely a nod, and was thankful for Tegan pulling him out of his disappointment with the question burning on everyone's mind.

"Doctor. What was _that_?"


End file.
